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Jack let out a satisfied groan and let his head thump back to lay against the hard edge of the hot tub. "Oh, 
man, | could get used to this." He raised his icy-cold Corona to his lips and drank blissfully. "Foot rubs in the 
hot tub..in the afternoon..." 


Dean grinned, grinding both thumbs into Jack's instep. He held Jack's foot between his bent knees, sitting across 
from him in the hot tub. "I've been told | have magic fingers." 


"ll second that!" Jack raised his beer bottle in salute, not bothering to lift his head, allowing his eyes to drift 
closed. "So what did Jesse say when you caught up to him this morning?" 


"Not a whole lot," Dean sighed. "I don't know, obviously something happened between him and Josh, and from 
what | gather, that something isn't going on anymore. | have a feeling Jesse thought that Josh wasn't screwing 
around with any men anymore, just watching." 


"Did he come back with you?" 


"No. He said he'd be back in a while, just wanted to take a walk and clear his head." Dean moved on to Jack's 


toes, massaging the underside of each with his thumb, eliciting another groan from Jack. 

A familiar redhead walked out the back door, barefoot, casually stripping his shirt off. Josh stood by the hot 
tub and dropped his pants unceremoniously, lowering himself into the tub gingerly, his boxers becoming nearly 
transparent as he submerged himself chest-deep. "Oh, man, | don't know if | would have kept coming back here 
year after year if it weren't for this tub. Something so perfect about it, just here in the middle of the desert. 
S'long as it doesn't get those damn palo verde beatles in it again, they'll take your thumb off" 

Jack turned his face toward Josh, grinning. "Something perfect about this whole place, man." 

"So you're glad you didn't leave this morning?" 

Laughing, Jack replied, "| would have been kicking myself about ten miles down the road, trying to decide if it 
was worth the crow I'd have to eat to come back. Still, man, you shouldn't be watching people without them 


knowing. That's pretty fucking creepy.’ 


Josh smiled mischievously and winked at Jack. "You're the only one who didn't know. Besides, it's kind of fun to 
play the peeping tom." 


Jack's head lolled back to its relaxed position, and he closed his eyes, sighing happily over Dean's continued 


ministrations to his tootsies. "Sicko." 

"You don't know the half of it," Dean piped up, drawing laughs from Josh and Jack both. "Time to switch." He 
gently placed Jack's foot back in the water, holding his hands out for the other one, which Jack happily gave 
him. 

"Did Jesse come back yet?" Josh asked, in his casual, unhurried drawl. 

Dean raised an eyebrow. "Not yet" 

"Will he?" Jack raised his head with interest. 


"Yeah," Josh and Dean answered in unison, which should have been funny but somehow wasn't. 


Josh sighed, thumping his head back against the tub. "I get you to stay, and chase him off. Swear to god, the 


story of my life is replacing one problem with another." 


"Maybe if you didn't cause the problems in the first place..." Jack trailed off. 


"| swear, | don't mean to. Well, okay, sometimes | mean to. But..not with Jesse." He hoisted himself out of the 
tub, dripping all over his clothes as he gathered them up. "I suppose | should go try and find him." He walked 


back toward the main house, Jack and Dean watching his retreat with interest. 


"| believe that is a sight | might never tire of," Jack grinned before leaning his head back against the tub. "Do 
you suppose he'll really go find Jesse?" 


‘No, | suppose he'll go inside and get distracted by some shiny music and forget all about it" 
"He's something else, isn't he?" 

Dean grinned impishly. "I'm guessing you must have thought so, to end up giving him a tumble." 
"Oh, | did. That was a good night" Jack smiled happily at the memory. 

"So who was on top?" 

"| believe we both were." 

Dean stopped massaging Jack's foot. "And how does that work?" 

"Hell if | know. But I'm willing to give it another try." 

Their laughter was interrupted by the crunch of boots on gravel. "You two know each other?" 
Jack glanced up. "Hey, Jesse. Yeah, we were in a band together.” 


"Oh, hell, that's right. The Raconteurs. | loved that album. Sorry, | guess l'm a little distracted." Jesse sounded 
deflated. 


"No problem. Hey, why don't you join us? Come in and soak your tired feet awhile.” 
But Jesse was already moving toward the house. "Maybe later.” 


Jack looked at Dean, one eyebrow cocked. "Well, this should be interesting." 


